
The Hotel Clerk Admires the Blithesome Spring.
By Irvin S. Cobb.

springs
said the
Detective

St. Reck¬
less, huskily, as
he felt In his
ulster pocket for i

handkerchief and
blew his nose with
vitror.
"Yes," said tha

Hotel Clerk, "is
the poet says,

l'»n~gentle spring, and also rain and
snow. But so far ?.s I'm personally con¬

cerned you can search me. There's no

incriminating evidence on me, not even
a bad cold. The deiightful lassitude
wi-ich steals over m; in the springtime,
causing me to feel just as languid as I
feci £.t certain other seasons of the year,
namely, summer, fall and winter, h is

not yet begun to steal to any notices Vila
extent. I read in the p per the other
day that the robins had come north for
their regular spring practice, and th.it
in the south the base call players were

leaping nimbly from sack to s ck utter¬
ing the bell-like notes of their kind, all
except the variety known as the Mer-tle
bird, which never touches the sack- But
personaJ'y I haven't seen any of the pro¬
nounced signs of spring as yet.oh. yes,
come to think of it, I'll have to take that
b«ck. because I've seen some of the
«f£ns, too."

"Where 'bouts?" Inquired the House
Detective.
"Right here on our main street," said

the Hotel Clerk. 'I've seen the new

spring clothes that lovely woman is
going to wear this season unless the
authorities interfere, and I feel that I
will never be the same man again.

' -t cimc about like this, Larry. Last
Sunday a friend of mine invited me out
o his place in tho country to see buil¬
ding spring in the act of budding on the
home grounds. It docs a fellow good
to go into the suburbs sometimes.you
notice so many new beauties and ad¬
vent apes in city life when you get bac<c.

trip like that seems to m ke a fellow
more reconciled to dragging out his ex¬
istence in a Jungle of brick and mortar
wher^ tho sidewalks are paved with re.il
paving instead of a dark brown, gummy
stuff thVt takes death masks of your
overshoes.
"Well, I went up to the Grand Central

and got on a train that was full of hope-
-jl homeseekers and young babies anJ
we rode to my sta\on. The conductor
put me off and then heartlessly went
'way and left me in the midst of one of
those great future residential centers
that a real estate company designs some

night after dinner and builds the next
morning before breakfast.

*
? ?

"You know the kind of .place I mean,
Larry. There's a model cottage up on

"And That's What the Married Men Spend Their Good Money For."

the hill occupied by a local sales agent
who comos down to the station and
¦trolls up and down the platform whea

a train Is due. wearing a pair of riding
pants and leather puttees, to give the
place the proper society tone. He con¬

stitutes the visible populace, with the
exception of a survivor of the original
inhabitants, who now drives the local
hack for a living, and a station sgent
who runs the telegraph wire and handles
the baggage; also chewing gum and
souvenir post cards.
"The lone veteran of the strange

aboriginals who lived there before the
development company came along and
gave his tribe blue beads and $8 in ca*n

for land that is now selling at so much
a front caret, wanted me to ride in his
hack. But I said no, bccause my friend
lived only a short five minutes from the
station. That Is, It would be a short
Ave minutes If the speed laws were sus¬

pended and you had a racing car to do
it in. But I walked.
"My way led me along a lovely wind¬

ing road that was nine feet wide and
about th* same depth, although I
wouldn't be positive as to that because
after I'd lost my umbrella and one

galosh, I quit making soundings, and when you sit in it you keep expecting
stuck to the comparative high ground that in a minute a man with a mega-
bordering the edge. I'm a poor swim- phone will come out on the stair land-
raar r.nyhow, and I never cared to Ing and announce that the Stamford
take those risks. I spoke of the condl- local Is leaving on track No. 6.
tion of the road after I'd reached my .'Naturally, with all that grandeur,
friend's place and had been revived by there were a lot of old forest ^trees on

the use of suitable stimulants, and he the lot, or they will be old forest tr;es

explained that it was merely the spring when they grow up, if the agent for the
thaw setting in. I'd known all along nursery gardens wasn't lying. So after
that it was very dangerous if the measles dinner we went out across the lawn, me

or the mumps set in on you, but I'd doing the Australian crawl stroke in-
never thought a thaw was so serious, voluntarily when we came to the softer
I can only hope that I'll never be taken spots in the greensward, and looked
down with one. intently through the top branches of the

* forest trees, some of which were upward
* * of four feet high, for the tender green

"He had a great place, all right. The shoots of budding spring. But we didn't
house roamed all over the lot and had a find any. They must all have been in-
receptlon hall in It that wis fully a shoots. As they say at a lodge meet-
quarter of a mile across. I knew him ing, the committee on shoots reported
when he lived in one of those Harlerr. no progress and asked to be discharged,
flats where, when there's company In My friend said, though, that he'd al-
the parlor and somebody gets up to ready seen one of the harbingers of
go, all the others have to sit still while spring passing the house, the same being
the one who's leaving picks out his own a kaleominer wearing one of those em-

tegs. But now he's away up in the face pire effect overalls, such as all classv
cards and he has a living room about kalsomlners affect, and as he sat in the
the size of the state of Rhode Island, library the Wednesday ^efore he'd
with balconies running around it, and thought he heard a bluebird piping back

of the estate, although <t might have
been the expiring gasp of the stea»i.
heating fixtures as the lire in the furnace
went out. and while he was looking 'or
a full crop of bud6 nd blossoms almost
any day. still he had to confess that
spring was proving Just a mite back¬
ward.

*
* *

"I was afraid so. too, until I st rted
down the avenue the next afternoon and
ran Into a parade of fair women and
br-ve men and also I may say some
brave women and a few fair men. Then
I knew that spring might as well get
over Its lingering diffidence and come

right along, because the women w*m

wearing their spring clothes, anyhow,
looking chilled but pleased. They're
wonderful clothes this spring, too. L»arrv,
wonderful. As far back as last fall,
when every properly dressed woman hart
to carry her head as if she was trying
to see what the people in the top story
were having tor dinner, I knew if th-s
fashionable stock got any higher tiie
female ear would either, have to be re¬

moved or else buttoned through a hole
111 the goods the same as a Mraw sun-

bonnet for a horse. I guess, maybe, the
designers for the fashions saw the dan¬
ger, too, because they took a knife in
hand and at one fell swipe they hewrd
the whole blame works away, so that
now there's no collar at all, and the
skinny sister is left with a sort of -<n

undressed air, like a cassowary with its
head sticking out of a churn. I'm to'd
that this is known as the Dutch nee*,
so called, I presume, berause the neck
Is where the Dutch usually have It
handed to them.
"The same leaning toward economy is

shown in the rest of the costume. Those
I saw were built so straight up an.l
down that a thin woman looked li<e
one of those dance program lead pencils
and a stout one like a brick l..je with i

flower pot turned upside down on top of
it. But If they're skimpy and saving
with the material they're cutting loose
regardless on the buttons. The paper
said the other night that one of the new

frocks would have EGO buttons on It.
Think of, going to take a girl to the
theater and waiting until she'd buttoned
horself 500 times and then had to do It
all over again because she's started
wrong. Just think of that. Larry, and
^urst into loud sobs, will you?

*
* *

"Well, sir, It looks to me like they
make more changes and fewer Improve¬
ments In women's clothes than In any¬
thing else on earth. The other higher
callings, such as law and medicine and

the like* of that arc taking: forwar I
steps all the time It iflned to be that it
tooK seveial months and some cauit s -o

get a divorce. Norn- they hand them out
tne tame as cruilers In a qui k 1 nch
and you don't have to have any t«u-:e it

all. You just ray you want a divfi *
and that's ample. Once upon a time if a

man had a pain in his tummy he we it
to the dock and got the standa d pr»-
fcription for the cramp colic and a r»i'.l
for one bone to services rendered. Now¬
adays the doctor meets him at the door,
shades hands with him with one haud.
slam* a chloroform cone over his face
with the oftier. and when he comes to Uo
has nine stitches in his side, all new
ones, where he only h d one before. and
the surgeon is standing over by the win¬
dow holding his vermiform appendix up

"As the Poet Says.'"Hail, Gentle
Spring.''

ceived and contents noted,' or words to
that effect.
"But women's fashions, strange things

that they are. Just go round in a rin^.
Xo matter how much she spends on h*»r
wardrobe a woman is always wearing
something that's like what she wore ten
years ago or like what she'll be wt-arin ?
ten years hepee, If she live**. And that's
what you married men _spend yoar gool
money for."- .

"My wife was readln' to me where it
says the new fashionable waist lire would
be located only six inches above the
knees," remarked the House Detective.
"As a modest and law-abiding citizen

I trust that the report has been grossly
exaggerated." said the Hotel Cler.;.
"With the waist line six inches above th?
knees that would naturally throw t:.e
ankle line down into the flat on the floor
below-" .

-

TWO WASHINGTON GIRLS TAKE A TRIP "TO THE LAND OF BOHEMIA" IN MUNICH
AVING heard much
about Bohemia .
that Is. the Bohe¬
mia of »ong and
story.two Wash¬
ington girls who
are studying art
in Munich decid¬
ed to make a

Journey of obser¬
vation. The »tory
is told by one of
them:

Irene suddenly decided that Vienna was

no home of art. and pined for Munich;
that was the beginning of it all. There
two American girls we knew were franti¬
cally hunting for a lodging place, and

criticism she comes home beaming and
wi-dly enthusiastic.
As for me. I'm having the time of my

life If only Dixie and- Kathleen were
here it would be ideal. At the American
teas on Saturdays I've met a crowd of
agreeable compatriots, and then In our
house there are all sorts of queer people
pining to be interviewed. My favorite
stunt is to ,*,Mve an experience party, over
beer an<l fudge, and pet them all to talk.
The little Russian whose father is one of
the great Russian painters regales us
with hair-raising tales about revolution¬
aries and their program, while she sits
cross-legged, on the divan and drinks tea.
A very youthful student, who plays the
violin, and two English girls, who can't
help it and are downright nice, and two
American men here to learn Illustrating,
and a little Finn, who only opens his
mouth to say "Ja! Ja!" In crisp, monosyW

In the Carnival Procession.

Dixie* suggested that we.Irene and I.
give them our thare of the apartment
through February and March.
"S'nce you're so crazy to leave us." she

concluded, loftily.
I hastened to say that I only sought new-

fields to write up. and didn't care where
I found them, and Irene looked grieved
and Mid with dignity:
"'Don't be Billy, Dixie; yon know It's

only on account of art Besides we'll
meet you in Paris, just the same.-'
go the American g'r.s came n and w<*

w*nt out. leaving the little apartment
where we'd had such a Jc 1 y four mon'hs,
and the two girls we'd chummed with
. nd I must say our eyes wer*- rather red
as the train puded out f« r Munich. Once
here we found it very different from
Vienna In the first place, it's much
ouieter. and. of course, sma'ier and mere
homelike Instead <«f hoarding which
we ve cme tn loathe. we toon two r<> ir»s

in an apartment and had our meals sent
up from the pension 1 elow. thus getting
all the comforts of home without bother¬
ing to housekeep. As soon as the main
issue of food was decided I went w.th
Irene to hunt up art schools. This s cer¬

tainly tedious and hum. iatlng business in
Muni'-h, for although there aie oceans of
sehooia.some go d. snT.e had all of the
Instructors are h< rrihlv sn ffy abcut w in¬

ert. They're even w-crse than in Vienna
At one school Ir*»ne had heard t f the nn ¦>

growled a go- d dea' aVm' g rls never

working, and always getting marr.fi:
then flnallv he said ungraci ush :

"Well, you ian try but d< n t blame me

if you don't succeed fore.gners are ne\er
In earnest."

Irene's blue ejes hazed, but lie toi k n«>

notice. The other day. however, he fold
her she did tine w.<rk. and ought to stay
ovr tw-i years- that is si -j .¦at d«-al f. i .i.

German to say.

* *

At the large academy, the ripest school
of all. they ha\o a ridiculous habit of ex¬

cluding wcme.i emirelj. but Irene go in o

two others that are really very g. od. At
one they do nothing but draw, which s

the specialty herv. Th« Munich art sts
boast a.ways tha* they have the fine i
course in drawing of any place in the
world.Munich for the foundation. Paris
for nnishln , they say Dene came in last
night disgustedly and threw a huge sheet
of rough paper on the divan:
"There, look at that!" sh« said. "What

would you do w.th it -take it t-> Par s?
The model squirmed so one couldn't tell
if he was fat or thin or light or daik.
No wonder the teacner said I must be
tired'"
Of course there are diacouraging days,

when she feels like running lio-o or hack
|<« v*«»nna but then w hen she has a go. d

V

\

labic brevity. He thinks American women
are hopelessly unprogressive not to have
the suffrage, and loves to write long
harangues about It to Irene; but he won't
talk. Well, when we all get together In
our tiny studio-living room there's a sure-
enough high time. I can tell you. Three
languages all poing at once are conducive
to perfect Babel, and the student and
Katie always get fussy about who shall
do the talking. Last night it was the
student, who came In, very dignified, with
his head all bandaged.
"FiKht?" asked the pen-and-ink man,

laconically.
The student nodded, trying hard to ap¬

pear careless, though in reality he was
bursting with pride. He is a member of
one of the numerous fighting corps at the
university, and has just passed from the
undignified rank of a 'fox'* (freshman) to
tha: of a "burach" or fighting fel.ow. He
userl to he fond of relating the dreadful
stunts he was made to go through, such
as drinking beer until told to stop, a pro-
ceeding which involved twenty-five tall
steins nf brewed malt and hops! Now he
has changed to harrowing descriptions of
diifls and intricate cuts. Irene is too
much of a perfect lady to listen. I. being
a Journalist am all ears. It seems that
these fisrhting corps are made up of cer¬
tain cliques, who. un<ier the guise of a
common profession, such as engineering,
law, medicine, architecture, etc., get to¬
gether to test each others strength.
Kach corps has its picked men every
semester, who tight at least «hree duels
each. The student has just completed his
tciuitii. and Is very proud of the hideous
scars which rec< rtl his prowess.he says
thai without these no one is a man.

»
* *

l.a st night one of the English girls
^sked If they didn't forbid It.that Is, the
police.
The student grinned. "They are smp-

P*>se<i to, because it's against the law.
but they hardly ever interfere, and when
they do they are pretty easy on us. Just
for an ordinary flsrlit, where no one Is
hurt much, they hold a man for two or
three days, but they always let him go
out to walk, and even when he's up for
a pistol shooting, which means two
months, he's moderately free.
"What it somebody is knocked out

frljtid?" The pastel man put the question.
"Oh. then, they send the one who did

(t to jail for six mon hs, that's all,' re¬
plied the student eas ly. Vou *ee the po¬
lice can't be too particular whe e 8,0 >0
men are concerned, and then duels are
common they hardly come und >r he law.
You must come ta see a figiit and you
will quite iinderstand: we all alt around
at little tables and sing and drink beer.

while the fight goes on In the center. It
Is very what you call great fun!"
"It Is what I call patran," burst in the

little Russian girl, seizing the chance to
appropriate the floor. "Why should you
want to flght needlessly when every day
in my country men are dying and going to
prison because they flght for a nobl
cause!" Her little white face flushed
pink and the queer blue eyes gleamed as
her words rushed over each other.
"Ah, if you could have been in Moscow

like I was during the raid, if you hart
seen the soldiers drunk.dead drunk with
vodka, for it was bitter cold.and killing
here, there, anywhere; if you had seen
the great cannon ball* come through the
housetops, killing the children, crush ns
down the old men; If you had seen your
friends dying In the ditches and could do
nothing, then you would not ache to k-11. '

"Were you with the revolutionaries'.'"
asked the Pastel Man, Interestedly.
"Vraiment! And I wanted to to help

the men tight, but my mother and father
held me back. Now our poor Russia is in
the hands of the cruel bureaucracy, but
it will not be so long before th.ngs are
different. The peasants are beginning to
study and read papers and our hops ll^s
with them.they are three-fourths of all
the people in Russia, and when they wake
up you shall see! But first there must be
dreadful days and much, much blood¬
shed!"
"Let's go down to Slmpliclssimus." sug¬

gested the Pen-and-ink Man, feeling the
tensity In her voice.

*
* *

We all welcomed the idea with enthu¬
siasm, for Slmpliclssimus Is the realist bit
of bohemlanism in Munich.and that is
saying a great deal. Here every Saturday
night poets read their verses, artists bring
their sketches and musicians play and

sing their own compositions, so that it is

'." -J: '< V'-**/ v\;». ;.
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At a Typical Carnival Ball.

justly called the cafe-nursery of genius.
AH over the walls are hung drawings and
paintings given by loyal artists to Kathl
Kobus, the proprietress of the place. She
Is a fat. comfortable soul of abcut fifty,
adored by the students and full of all
sorts of fun. For many years she has
made the little gaathaus a veritable home
for lonesome spirits, always encouraging
jolly good-fellowship, but absolutely ada¬
mant against any Impropriety. Per in¬
stance. during carnival I saw all kinds
of fancy dances beautifully performed at
Simpliclssimus.Kathi herself danced the
cakewalk with the man dressed as Pilnce
Carnival, but the minute a rather outre
person started a suggestive dance she was

told to stop or leave the cafe.and she
stopped. The last night of carnival was

really worth coming to Munich to see-

especially at Simrllcisslmus. Of course,
Munich frankly goes crazy all during the
ante-Le-'t festivi l«?s. Staid citizens throw
aside their dignity ar.d appear in the
shops and on the streets in all sorts of
fancy dress; the officers are on a tear,
and the ar ists and students simply lose
all sense. The favorite stunt is for ..he
men to appear at the principal cafes as

Gainsborough girls, froeked in white satin
prlncesse robes, and do the skirt dance or
some fancy Spanish steps. Cakewalks.
too, are in high favor. Then there are all
sorts of masked balls and street proces¬
sions, and all of Germany loses its head
with a truly Parisian abandon. At one
ball two men calmly picked Irene up and
carried her the length of the room on
their shoulders.she nearly died of morti-
flca.lon, but. as I told her, you needn't ex¬
pect anything else during carnival. It's
net the fashion to be shocked. I myself
flirted like mad, sitting on a balcony rail
between two desperate, wild-brained Ger¬
mans, who made weird love in broken
English, and finally when I smoked a very
bad cigaret.e felt that I'd r ached the
climax of bohemianism. In Vienna carni¬
val Is taken more serlcusly.very recher¬
che balls are given, and elaborate frocks
are planned and worn, but ;.ere they all
go in any old thing, leave their ideas
of propriety at home and have the time
of their lives.

*
* *

The last night at Simplicissimus is
the finisMng touch. Besides the usual
song-and-dance performance given volun¬
tarily, there is a very mournful burial
service at midnight, when the last rites
are said over Pr nee Carnival, and he is
burled by a gruesome procession of black-
veiled students until another year. Our
little Russian herself led the line, and a
hoarse-voiced household pQet, with lopg

OPINIONS OF "OLD FITZ" AND HIS RUBAIYAT. The Prince Regent Reviewing the Parade.

MARCH 21 the world of letters
celebrate the centenary of

the birth of Edward FltsGer-
aid, In England, of Irish par¬
entage. He was a man with

a Renins for friendship, of independent
and unconventional ideas of thought, life

and conduct, born to wealth, loving cul¬

ture and ease, and utterly devoid of am-

b'tion. Thackeray loved him best of all

his friends; the Tennysons were devoted
to him, and his letters to Fanny Kemble
are a perennial delight. His translation
of ralderon's plays, made after he had

reached the age of forty, was his first

serious literary work- Soon afterward he

took up the study of Pers'an. and later
made his translation of the Rubaiyat or

quatrains of the Persion poet Omar Khay¬
yam. to whose philosophy of life Fitz-
Gerald's was closely allied. It is this
translat'on which has made him famous.

How it is regarded by men of many minds

may be gathered from the following sym¬

posium:
*

* *

AN address at a dinner of the Omar
Khayyam Club In Ix>ndon December

8. 1R97.
I cannot sufficiently thank you for the high and

unmerited honor you have done me tonight. I
feel keenly that on such an occasion, with such
company, my place la below the aalt; but as you
kindly Invited me. it was not in human nature
for nie to refuse.

Although in knowle<1ge and comprehension of
the two great poeta whom yon are met to com¬
memorate l am the least among you. there la no
one who regard* them with greater admiration
or reads them with moro enjoyment than my¬
self. I can never forget my emotion when I
first »aw I'ltzGcrald'a translations of the quat¬
rain*. Keats. In hla sublime ode on Chapman's
Homer, has dest-Kbed the sensation once lor all:

"Then felt I like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims Into his ken."
The exquisite beauty, the faultless form, the

singular grac«» of those amazing atanzas were not
more wonderful than the depth and breadth of
their profound philosophy, their knowledge of
life, their dauntless -oarage. their serene facing
of the ultimate problem* of life and of death.
Of course the doubt did not spare me, which
has assailed many as Ignorant as I was of the
literature of the east, whether it was the poet
or his translator to whom was due this splendid
result. Was It. in fact, a reproduction of an

antique song or ¦ mystification of a great mod¬
ern. careless of fame and scornful of his time?
Could It be possible that In the eleventh cen¬
tury. so far away as Khorassan. so accomplished
a man of letter* lived, with such distinction,
such breadth, such insight, such calm disillusion.
sii<-h chcerfu! and jocund despair? Waa this
Weltschmerr. which we thought a malady of our
day. erdemic in Persia In 1100? My doubt only
lasted till I came upon a literal translstlon of
the Rubaiyat. and I saw that not the least re-

i

markable quality of FltsGerald's poem wii its
fidelity to the original.
In short, Omar «u a FitiGerald before tbe

latter, or FltcGerald was . reincarnation of
Omar. It Is not to the disadvantage of the later
poet that he followed so Closely in the footftepa
of the earlier. A man of extraordinary genius
had appeared in tUe world: had sung a song of
Incomprehensible beauty and power In an en¬
vironment no longer worthy of him. in a lan¬
guage of narrow ruge; for many generations the
song was virtually lost, then by a miracle of
creation, a poet, a twin brother in tbe spirit to
the first, waa born, who took up the forgotten
poem and sang It anew with all its original
melody and force, and all tbe accumulated re¬
finement of ages of art. It seems to me Idle to
ask which waa the greater master; eacb seems
greater than his work. The song is like an in¬
strument of precious workmanship and mftveloua
tone, which Is worthless In common bands, but
when it fails, at long Intervals, into the bands

Edward Fitzgerald.
of the supreme master it yields a melody of
transcendent enchantment to all that have ears
to hear. If we look at the sphere of Influence
of the two poets there is no ion?«-r any compari¬
son. Omar aansr to a half-barbarous province:
FitsGeraid to the world. Wherever the EnzlUh
apeech is spoken or read tbe Rubafyst nave
taken their j>lace as a classic. There is not a
hill post In India nor a village In England where
there Is not a coterie to whom Omar Khayyam
ia a familiar friend and a bond of union. In
America be has an equal following, in many re¬
gions and conditions. In the eastern atates his
adepts form an esoteric sect; tbe beautiful vol-

nine of drawings by Mr. Tedder is a center of
delight and suggestion wherever it exists. In
the cities of the west you will find the quatrains
one of the most thoroughly read books in every
club library. JOHN HAY.

*
? *

A FTER these many years, when the
Rub~lyat have taken their 'accepted

place in literature.with Omar and Pits-
Gerald and Carlyle perhaps knowing but
silenced.and when the echo of that*much
mooted question has died away. "Did
Om r Khayyam give fame to Edward
FitzGerald or did Edward FttzGeraH
give European fame to Omar Khayyam?"
I wonder if FitzGerald could speak now,
how he would treat certain pass ges of
the Rubaiyat! I wonder, if FitzGerald
could see his name today as it is en*
graved in the Hall of Fame, if he should
suddenly step back into the gre tness the
accumulating years have given htm, how
he would Interpret this quatrain from the
English translation of the original;
What profit# it. our coming and golug?
And where Is the woof for the warp of the stuff

of our life"?
How many delicate bodies of the world
Burn away to dust! And where Is the smoke of

them?
I wonder, too. if the philosophic old tent

maker himself has met all our recent and
present day poets who have taken liber-
ties with this reflection as expressed in
quatrain forty-four:
Be prudent, for the means of life are uncertain.
Take heed, for the sword of destiny Is keen,
if fortune place almond sweets !n fhr mouth
Beware! swallow them not, for polsou is mingled

therein.
I wonder! DAVID WARFIBLD.

*
* *

IT Is an Intresting fact that nearly all
great men In all the bulk.little or big.

of their successful work make one com¬
plete perfect achievement, which stands
out alone and is their greatest monument
for posterity. What In the Jingo lingo of
the twentieth century we might call their
"popular appeal" to the memory of the
future. It is as If at one moment in their
career the verj" flower of the spirit Is
united to the fruits of experience, the ever
divided seasons meeting as by miracle to
give birth to a perfect inspiration. It is
the moment in the career of a genius
when his faults are Anally overcom a

lesson learned, while his mannerisms are
not yet acquired nor has his creative
faculty begun to lag. It is his meridian,
whether it comes early in his life or late,
and this is what the Ru*>a jinar
Khayyam Is for Edward FitzGerald.

CLYDE FITCH.

hair and a vacuous smile, recited a
wordy oration over the deceased. Then,
when the prince had been Interred in a
trap door everybody danced on his grave
and went home sober.
After all th^se festfv'tles we thought

that Lent would be deadly dull, but it's
not so at all. On Saturdays all the
Americans meet at tea, -and I must say
I never met a jollier crowd. We have
RO»ten into the way of goin^ to the opera
in bunches, and also, to th~ "Wagner
Abund" Thursday nights, where one sits
at little tables and hears the best Wagrer
music for ten cents. Then on Sundays
every ohe walks In the Promenaden-Platz
during the hour the military band plays.
Absolutely I never saw a more interest¬
ing parade, not even on F street on Sat¬
urdays. There are "lady artists," arm
in arm with their affinities, who wear

as all the royalties looked bored and the
music was execrabl4. So we left eaily
only to find that it is one of the oppressive
German customs that no one can cro:-s
tt»e street for half an hour before, the
parade comes along! Therp we w»re,
wedged in between a heartless crowd,
just opposite our hotel and absolute un¬
able to get to it. "I see this happening1
in America," Irene cried wrathily. pick¬
ing up her skirt preparatory to crossing
the muddy park. Just as she was doing
a marvelous Eliza-crossing-the-ice leap
two firmly objecting |M>U«emen seized her
rigidly and set her back in the crowd.
The dignified Irene said the English equiv¬
alent of "Donner wetter!" and we botH
trailed morosely through the mob. hope¬
less about ever getting to our balcony.
All of a sudden we caught sight of four
wildly waving arms, beckoning to us

velveteen jackets and soft black hats;
portly society dames, carrying dache dogs
and followed by meek, undersized hus¬
bands; bread-and-butter madchens. with
innocent blue eyes slued on the nearest
officer; bunches of musicians, the girls
with their hair In balls cf bra ds over
their ears; here and there a party of
tourists, frankly staring, and everywhere
unlfor/ns, uniforms, uniforms. Irene can't
put » up with these last. She had quit?
a contretemps with cne In a department
store yesterday. They ran Into each other
at the sausage counter.every store has
Its butchery.and the officer waited for
Irene to g£t out of h's way. Miss Wash-
'ngton, used to southern politeness, wait¬
ed, too so that fcr fully two minutes
they stood there. glaring at each other,
neither one budging an inch. Finally the
wrathy officer moved, much to the indig¬
nation of interested spectators.

*
* ?

"Any German girl.any one but a for¬
eigner.would have known better," ex-

plcded one stout Teuton in Irene's ear.

"Yes, ' she said calmly. "I suppose they
would."
"They certainly are pig-headed," she

told me later, "but between us. Jane. I
believe we may reform Munich manners!
Certainly these people are far ahead

of Americans for material sm. One day
an officer whom we had met at a tea
came attired like Lohengrin, in shinins
armor, to pay a very stiff and formal
call. Irene and I tried on his helmet,
played with his sw rd and treated him
generally like a bey. Finally he told us
just what he had to I've on. how impos¬
sible it was to marry unless he got a

rich wife and concluded by demanding
frankly what we consider d well off in
America, and if we. ourselves, came un¬
der the category! Irene told him quite
seriously that we were both heiresses,
but had b^en disappointed in love, and,
alas! would never marry. He went away
quite downcast, like a person who bets
too late on the wlnn ng horse, and we've
never seen him since, except as h3 stalked
by in the procession on the prince regent's
birthday.
This gala occasion comes on the 12th of

March, and is the reason for all sort of
festivities. Of course, the King of Bavaria
is as mad as a hatter, and the prince
regent has absolute power, second only
to the» G?rman emperor. So on his birth¬
day there's a grand parade of all the
Bavarian soldiers, and then a torchlight
procession which is really beautiful. At
the parade we had a distinctly funny
time. We wer» to meet the two Ameri¬
can illustrators right at the Palace Hotel,
where we had engaged a balcony to see
the review. But b fore this we went to
the Trauenklr to take a peek at the
royal mass.this proved quite tiresome,

from a cab window. It was the illus¬
trators.
"We got in the same mess." they pant¬

ed. "Get in quick and this cabby 11 take
us around to the back door of the hotel."
So finally we did emerge brea.liless and

dilapidated on that balcony, and I.ad a
splendid v.ew of the whole parade with
four of the royal family fal.ly brushing
our muddy skirts, as they sat next us.
The German army is always an excuse in
itself for Teutonic conceit. -I think, and
when a large seqilcn of It is in parade on
a bn liant spring day no one culd a*k
for a pre tier si' lit. Even the rldi -uloua
"goose step'.half way between the pace
of a well bred horse and the prim trot of
a sprinter on a rainy day.in which all the
soldiers have to walk before a superior,
couldn't spoil th^ spectacular effect.
Bands played, banners waved, epaulets
and helmets gleamed gold horses danced,
plumes blew about in the soft spring
breeze, and everything was dazzling, im¬
pressive and dignified. The antithesis of
the ruling spirit to the motif of earn'vat
days was striking and interesting, and
found its explanation in the contrast of
the round-eyed fiol in his Pierrot ruff,
with the m litary stateliness of the white-
haired prince in his light ; ray uniform.
He is wonderfully democratic, this prince
re ent, and walks everywhere throughout
the city, refusing to take a carriage even
on his birthday. Somehow that seems to
be a part of Munich atmosph re.urpre-
tenticus . thrugh di.nifled democracy.
After Vienna the place seems slngu'arly
simple and lacking In artificiality; there
is no- e of the dash that marks the French
in the Viennese; there is none of their
chic and stunning good Icoks: but. on the
other hand, there is none of the Insin^
cerity or smoothed-over* insolence. AM
Irene says, you always mow just .where
you stand, with these people here whUe^
in Vienna they were too insinuatingly
cord al.something disagreeable always
lurked in the ba^k round. When we
write all this to Kathleen and ijixie they
declare it is rank hereby and thai we vn»
been won over by the shocking Bohemian
attract!' ns of Munich np real.y ie-
generate to admit our preference. How-"
ever, I th!nk curiosity w H in the end
overcome their jealousy for their be'eved
Wien. and they will come here on their,
way Uk Paris. Anyway, we are £ood for
another month. Irene has loads cf work
to do. she says, and I.we'l, I '.oke
around in the old city and rumma.'t
tlir< u h the libraries, and < nee I got inte
a duke's palace by mistake.but that is
another story! The finest pan of the ex¬
perience has been proving to ourselves
that there was somewhere a real Bohe¬
mian life, with all its romanticism and
little of the soot, such as we see at home,
that temperament does mean s- mething
more than iust plain smut, and that there -

is one pla<$> in the world where talent^
and not clothes, count


